Having it anyways 


and not the daydream 
doll-baby to block 
the awful Loneliness, 


but a squawking, shitting 
bundle. Girlfriends help, 
but rather hang out 


elsewhere, and you ache so 
for those laughs, those 


nutzy episodes. Parents 
and grandparent either coo 
insanely, or revert to crabby 


distance, informing in so many words: 
You've make your bed...though 


your mother babysits so 
you can date the father, 
who's high 


on grandiose plans, but 
low on funds 


to buy a box of diapers 
for a real present. You've at long last 
achieved a status with a name: Single Mother. 


But nothing ends so while we live, thus do 
labels prove insufficient. 


What no one sees just yet is guts. And your Tamika, 
Kevin or Hiroshi will one day stride 
this raw world because of you. 


